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Hi, Nm David 


Author's Notes: 
This was to fulfill a Ficmas wish but it appears the list is gone. 


David pulled his rental car up to the gate and hit the button to lower his window. He reached out and buzzed 
the intercom. 


"Yol" Was the reply and he couldn't be sure who it was. 

"Um, David Ellefson. |, uh, | was asked to come down today." 

"Right-o. Come on in" 

The gate began to slowly open. David waited until it was fully open and slowly pulled the car into the lot. He 
parked and opened the trunk, pulling out a hard shell bass guitar case. He still wasn't sure what the hell was 


going on. He received a call from Dave fucking Grohl, asking if he would lay a bass track on a project he was 
doing. 


"Um, uh..you want me to play a bass part for you?" 

"Yeah, man!" Was Dave's reply. "Think you're fucking awesome and would love working with you." 

"Er." David was flabbergasted 

And then came that special little word that he could not say no to, especially coming from this guy; "Please?" 


David found another buzzer at the front door of Studio 606. He pressed it and a second later the door buzzed 
and opened. Inside, he found a long corridor lined on both walls with platinum records and other awards 
interspersed with photos of the band. A few caught David's eye and he had to giggle. One of Grohl in a long 
salt and pepper wig with a cowboy hat on top of it and a pipe in his mouth. One of Taylor in a brown wig and 
make up and fake breasts. And a very, very large photo of four bare asses with the last being pixelated. That 
one made David wonder. He continued down the hall, wondering where the hell everybody was. He finally came 
across what appeared to be a practice room. A long brown sofa sat against one wall with a painting of Grohl in 


a smoking jacket sat on the above it. 


"Hey!" The little blonde drummer, Taylor, bounded up to him and immediately reached to take David's case from 
his hand. "I'm Taylor. Good to meet you." 


"Hi, m David." 
"I know who you are!" 
"Where is everyone? What's going on today?" 


"Oh, Dave is working on another one of his eight million projects and he's double booked himself today. l'm 


sorry. You're stuck with me." 

The older man smiled as he gave the bouncing blonde a once over. Long, golden locks, warm, smiling hazel eyes, 
an inviting smile, a smattering of mustache and beard, a full, plump, pink lower lip. Moving quickly from the 
drummer's face to his body, David drank in his long, toned arms and athletic body. 

"| wouldn't exactly consider myself ‘stuck’ with you." He finally offered with a gentle smile. 

Taylor cocked his head to one side, instantly reminding David of a confused puppy. 

"Well, come on in. I've been given very explicit instructions on what to do with you." 


As David followed the younger man, he watched Taylor's legs and ass in his loose fitting shorts. 


"Why didn't Dave just send me the stuff he wanted me to work on | could have worked on it at home and sent 


it back to him" 


"Because Dave is a control freak. He wanted you to be here in case he wanted to change something or dictate 


what you did” 
"Then why didn't he contact me to postpone this?" 


"Well, because he's a polite control freak. He knew you were coming up from Phoenix and didn't want to 


inconvenience you. Plus, he enlisted me to make sure it goes okay." The blonde turned back and smiled at David. 


For the next two hours, David worked. He listened to the drum and guitar track that Taylor showed him. He 
and Taylor talked about Dave's expectations. He would start something, decide it wasn't going the way he 
wanted and tell Taylor to stop recording. They'd listen to the rough track again. David found Taylor endearing. 
He was gentle and patient, encouraging and enthusiastic. When David would riff something that Taylor liked, he'd 
hoot and pump his fist in the air, making David grin. 


Taylor came bounding out of the sound booth after the last take. "Dude! That sounds amazing! Dave was right. 
You're a fucking beast! He was right to ask you to do this particular song. Of course." Taylor chuckled and 
rolled his eyes. "Dave's always right." 


The blonde pulled up a chair in front of David and immediately leaned over, placing a hand on the older man's 
knee. He plucked a string on David's bass. David caught his breath. There was something very sweet and 
endearing about Taylor, not to mention sexy. David's left hand was wrapped around the neck of his bass while 
his right hand rested atop it. He watched the top of the drummer's head as Taylor was bent over David's lap. 
He couldn't breath, couldn't move. He practically had the pretty, younger man in his lap and he wasn't sure if 


Taylor was purposely invading his space or what. 

Slowly, Taylor raised his head and look at David's face. "Sorry. I'm just a little in awe of you right now." A 
beautiful pink flush spread across his cheeks when he realized how close he was to the bassist. He leaned back 
and coughed. 

"Taylor, are you and Dave.. uh.." David cringed. "You know what? Never mind. Doesn't matter." 

The blonde stood up and turned his back on David. 

‘lm sorry." David mumbled. 

"No, it's not.. you didn't say anything bad." 

David watched Taylor fidget, run a hand through his hair, put his hands on his hips, move his weight from one 
foot to the other. Quietly, he placed the bass guitar to the side and stood up. David approached the blonde, a 


shaky hand reaching out to touch Taylor's shoulder. He had to steel his nerves. It had been a long, long time 


since David was with another man After the disastrous, chaotic break up he had with Mustaine, David swore 


himself off of other men. But here and now, with Taylor, every cell in his body was telling him to go to the 
blonde. 


"I'm sorry.” David murmured again, feeling like a complete ass. 


Taylor pasted a fake smile on and turned back to David. "Nothing to be sorry about. Hey, so do you want to 


hear what else we've been working on for this project?" 

"Taylor, | didn't." He was at a loss. The last thing he wanted to do was make Taylor uncomfortable. 

The fake smile slipped right off of the blonde's face when he met David's gaze. The bassist's hand moved 
slowly from Taylor's shoulder to his neck and settled along his jaw. The other hand rose to gently cup the 
other side of Taylor's face. 

The drummer tried to move away, murmuring a half-hearted, "No." 

"You can talk to me if you want" David told him. "I know what it's like." 


"You do?" 


"Going through a tough patch?" David gave a sad smile, moving a hand to tuck a lock of Taylor's pretty, sun- 
kissed hair behind his ear. 


"The toughest part is still trying to work together" Taylor finally admitted 
"| know" 

"You and .2" 

"Mustaine, yeah. Years ago." 


Taylor took a step away from David as he nodded. He turned his back again and David could see the other's 
shoulders rising and falling. 


"The hardest part is realizing that l'm not sad. Does that make sense?" 
"Yeah, it does. You're sad you're not sadder about the break up. Like you almost feel guilty.” 


"Yeah!" Taylor turned again. "Yeah. And | have to, like, pretend to be sad because l'm pissed that he isn't, 
either." 


The bassist smiled softly, remembering all too well how it felt. "Just because you aren't upset about breaking 
up with him doesn't mean what you had with him means anything less. What you had was important and it ran 


its course. That's okay. Once you gain some perspective and closure on the relationship, it will be easier to 
work together." 


"Is it easy for you now, with Mustaine?" 

David gave a loud chuckle. "Nothing is ever easy with Dave." 
"Why did you go back?" 

He shrugged. "Money's good." 


Taylor smiled and lowered his eyes to the floor. "Thank you. You're something else. Come on, | want you to 
hear something." 


He led the other man into the first room with the sofa in it. 

"Have a seat" and he pointed to it, eyes darting quickly to the painting above it. 

David sat down and leaned back, sinking into the deep cushions. "What do you want to show me?" 
‘lim queueing it right now. Can | get you anything? A bottle of water maybe?" 

"Yeah, sounds good. Thanks." 


The little blonde left the room and returned momentarily, holding a bottle of water in each hand, a bag of trail 


mix dangling from his mouth. 

‘I'm sorry | don't have more to offer you. Are you hungry?" 

"Nah, not really." Was the reply as David took the bottle that was offered to him. 
"Do you mind if |?" 

"Not at all" He replied with a grin 


Taylor played other tracks they'd been working on. They were heavy, driving tracks that David was not used to 
hearing from Taylor's band. He stood in front of David now, giving him a smile. 


"What do you think?" 
"I think they're great. They're a lot heavier than I'm used to hearing from you guys.” 


"You listen to us?" 


"Of course!" David laughed. "Who doesn't?" 
The drummer settled beside David on the sofa. "That's true. Everybody knows Dave Grohl, don't they?" 
"No, everybody knows Foo Fighters. There are four more of you in the band" 


"Not to be disrespectful, but you know what it's like to live in his shadow, don't you?" Taylor asked, referring 
to Mustaine. 


"Yeah, l'm afraid | do." 


| hate it" Taylor admitted quietly. "I mean, | do and | don't. | hate that | work really fucking hard in this band, 
too, but nobody ever wants to interview me. They want Dave. | hate that our band will be mentioned on TV or 
something but instead of a photo of all of us, they show a photo of Dave. | hate that he writes everything} | 
can't even suggest a lyric. Like I'll say, "Maybe don't use ‘a’ there, say ‘the'." Something as stupid as that. And, 
yet, he was the one that always needed me to .." Taylor stopped, realizing he was about to reveal some deep, 


intimate secret of the relationship he had with Grohl. "Never mind. I'm really sorry for dumping on you, man" 


David listened patiently. He had felt some of those same things about his ex. Wanted to break out on his own, 
step out of Dave's shadow and yet, understood his role in the relationship. Mustaine had often sought comfort 
and solace in David's arms and he suspected that Taylor had provided the same to Grohl. Taylor had seen the 


frontman at his most vulnerable just the same as David had seen Mustaine. 
| don't mind. l'm happy to help you, Taylor, any way | can" David foolishly emphasized the ‘any’. 


The blonde gave David a small smile. "Thanks. Did you ever wonder if you, like, | don't know.. wasted your life on 


him?" 


David laughed. "Oh yeah. For a long time, | resented him for making me waste my life on him. But, after a while, 
| slowly began to remember all the good stuff we did together, not only professionally but privately, too. We 
had a good life together. For better or worse, he's a large part of who | am today. Try to think about the good 


stuff you guys did together. Those accomplishments could never been seen as wastes of time." 

"Sounds like maybe you and | have a lot in common." 

“Sounds like it” 

They were quiet for a long time, each man sinking deeper into his own thoughts. When the music stopped and 


the room was silent, Taylor gently cleared his throat as he stood up. David's eyes settled on the back of his 
calves as he strode across the room and stopped the playback. 


| Could Go For A Coffee Right Now 


The bassist was shaken from his thoughts when Taylor turned back to him and said, "So." 


"Oh! Oh, um, yeah. | guess I'll get going." He stood and exhaled as he looked around the room. His bass sat in its 
case against the wall by the door. "Give me a call if you need anything else." 


Taylor grinned and David swore he saw a flush of pink spread across the drummer's cheeks. 

"for the song." David awkwardly whispered. 

"You don't have to go so fast. You can stick around and we can talk or .." He left the 'or' dangling in the breeze 
before he turned back to the desk and put some more music on He turned on the satellite radio and tuned it 
to the classic rock station. "This good?" 


"Yeah, it's great." 


Taylor gestured to the couch again as he crossed back toward David. They sat. David fumbled with the bottle 
of water Taylor gave him before. Taylor picked at a stray thread on his Led Zeppelin t-shirt. 


"That's a cool shirt." David finally said, breaking the silence. "You and Dave are pretty good friends with those 


guys, aren't you?" 

"Yeah. We get to talk to them and play a little here and there." 

"Dave, er my Dave, is a big fan of Jimmy Page." 

| could send you back with his phone number." Taylor said and shot David a smirk. 
"Because you just happen to have him in your phone?" David laughed. 

‘| do." 

"Stop! | was kidding." 


"l'm not" Taylor pulled his phone out and scrolled through his contacts. He handed David the phone and said, 
"See? Look" 


The bassist took the phone and groaned. "You really do." 


"Give me your phone. Let me get jealous over who's in yours." 


"Oh jeez. You have Neil Peart, too." 
"Give me your phone!" Taylor held his hand out and laughed some more. 


"No. No way." David shook his head and scrolled through more of Taylor's contacts. "Alex Van Halen?? Oh, kil 


me now." 

"Give it back!" 

David turned his back toward Taylor and read some more. "NEIL FUCKING YOUNG??! Taylor?!" 

The drummer groaned. "David." 

David turned back and dropped the phone in Taylor's lap. "Well, that just about settles it. | gotta go." 


"David!" Taylor exclaimed, laughing. He picked the phone up and held it out to the older man. "Put yourself in 
i 


"What? Why?" 
"So | can make someone else jealous just like you just got" He smirked. 


After David added himself to the blonde's contacts, he said, "Man, | could go for a coffee right now. You have 


a coffee machine in here?" 

"Do we have a coffee machine’? Of course we do!" 
Caffeine is about the only thing | enjoy these days." 
"The only thing?" Taylor arched an eyebrow. 

"Well, as a matter of fact." It was David's turn to blush. 
"Come with me." 


Taylor led the bassist into the studio's small kitchen and showed him the Keurig machine. He opened a cupboard 
and pulled out a large paper up and lid. 


"Thanks." 
"Hey, so.. | hope you don't mind me asking you this but, uh, you're recovered, right?" 


"Huh?" David looked up, a scowl on his face. 


"Sorry. Clean..2 Sober, right?" 

"Oh! Yeah, man. Going on twenty-five years." 
"Yeah, me too." Taylor looked down at his feet, the toe of his sneaker shuffling against the tiled floor. 
"Really? How long?" 

"Uh, going on thirteen years." 

"Cooll Good job, man." 

"Thanks. Can | ask you something about that?" 
"Of course." David looked around. 

"What are you looking for?" 

"Uh, creamer?" 

"Half and half okay?" 

"Syre" 


Taylor retrieved it from the refrigerator. As he set it on the counter next to David, he asked, "You stopped 
everything at once, right?" 


"| did How did you know that?" 

"| read” 

ip 

"Overdosed and scared the shit right outta myself. That was it, that was all it took, you know?" 

"Oh, | know" 

"Do you.do you have any, like, lasting affects?" 

"| have a really shitty immune system. Whenever we go out on the road, | have to stock up on prescription 


antibiotics and try to be real careful about not coming down with something. | have this whole case full of 


antibiotics and hand sanitizer. It's awful, really. | must seem like a hypochondriac or someone with OCD." 


Taylor's brow knotted and he looked down at his hands. "So what do you do when." 

"What?" 

The blonde lifted his gaze to meet David's. He tilted his head and became the confused puppy again 

"Oh!" David caught on and furiously blushed 

‘Im sorry. That was really out of line. David, please. Im sorry.” 

"Hts all right: |, uh, well, ‘ts um.. hasn't." David struggled. He stirred and stirred and stirred his coffee. "It 
hasn't been a concern of mine for quite a long time” He finally mumbled before he picked the carton of half 


and half up and returned it to the refrigerator. 


Taylor desperately wanted to change the subject. He felt like a total ass for embarrassing David. "Do people ask 
you for advice and stuff about getting cleaned up?" 


David was grateful for Taylor's determination. "Yeah. All the time. Of all my email, one of them is spam, one of 
them is Dave talking about some crackpot idea, one of them is a fan telling me l'm the best metal bass player, 
ever. Even better than Cliff Burton!" David smiled. "And the rest are people who need an encouraging word or a 


nugget of self-help advice." 


"How do you do it? | get those, too, and I'm afraid | find them really difficult to answer. But then | feel guilty if 
| don't. But when | do, | feel like I'm saying a bunch of bullshit" 


The older man smiled gently. "Remember before, when we were talking about your experience with Dave?" 
Taylor nodded 

"You feel better about that now, after we talked?” 

"A little, yeah" 


"That's all you have to do to help people, Taylor. Listen and relate." David pointed a finger. "In that order. Listen 


first, relate your experience second." 
Taylor smiled and nodded. He watched David watch him over the rim of his cup. The drummer reached for the 
cup and took it from David. He set it on the counter. When he turned back to David, he noted the fearful 


expression on the bassist's face. 


"David" He murmured and used his hands to push David's hair away from his face. 


The bassist was scared to death. Sure, he was checking Taylor out and admiring the other man's body and 
gorgeous face but he hadn't planned on anything like this. As Taylor leaned forward, his pretty hazel eyes 
searched David's. Just before the drummer's full, lush lips touched David's, the older man pulled away. 


| can't. | can't, Taylor. I'm sorry.” 


The next thing David knew, he was pressed against the counter with a sexy blonde man holding him there with 
his body. 


"Yes, you can" Was whispered in his ear before a pair of warm lips was tugging on the lobe. 

A long, graceful hand was softly stroking the opposite jaw as Taylor moved his mouth to David's neck. His own 
hands found the edge of the counter top and gripped it tightly. Warm breath against his skin made David 
shudder. It had been so long, so incredibly long, since David felt the touches of another. He ached to give in to 
the blonde's affection, longed to feel Taylor's body with his own hands. But - 

"No, Taylor, please." He heard himself whine. 

The blonde relented slightly, giving David just enough space to wriggle out from between him and the counter. 
"David, l.. | thought | read you right. I'm sorry. We just sort of clicked and | thought you wanted .." 

"| did. | do. Maybe. | don't know." 

The blonde gave a sad smile. "| understand" 

David glanced at his watch and then at the door. He didn't want to leave. Wanted to sit and talk to Taylor all 
day long. Wanted to watch the way the blonde sometimes talked with his hands, wanted to watch the way he 
tossed his hair when he couldn't find the right word. Wanted to watch the way the drummer's eyes lit up 
when he talked about music. But it seemed awkward now. He coughed as he reached for the coffee that Taylor 
had taken out of his hands. 

"Are you staying in town or going right home?" 

"Staying tonight, heading home tomorrow morning.” 

"Good! Do you have plans for dinner?" 


"Nothing more than a carton of Chinese take out in my hotel room." 


Taylor scoffed. "Get out of here! David, no! | can't let you do that. Come home with me, let me grill you a big 


old steak. We can talk more over dinner." 


| don't think that's a good idea." It pained David to say it. 


It was for the best, however. He couldn't allow himself to risk getting closer to this gorgeous man. This man 
who, until very recently, belonged to another. This wounded, fragile man who was aching for someone to hold 


him, love him, make him feel worthwhile again. David just wasn't sure he could be that someone for Taylor. 


Why Are You Crying? 


At a red light, David sat in his rental car, gripping the steering wheel tightly. His jaw was clenched as he 
stared at the license plate of the SUV in front of him. But what he saw were Taylor's eyes. The way they 
clouded over with hurt when he declined the blonde's dinner invitation He sighed heavily when the light turned 


green and the truck began to move. 

David followed the SUV out of the seedy Northridge neighborhood and into the suburban, family neighborhood 
of Topanga. He watched as house after family-friendly house passed by. Couples pushing baby carriages and 
walking dogs were passed. Kids on bicycles and skateboards, laughing and yelling at each other lined every 
street and sidewalk. This was a strange place of a newly single, gay man to live, David thought. When Taylor 
pulled his truck into the angled driveway of a modest looking, cookie cutter bi-level, David parked his rental 
behind the truck and looked at the house. 

"This is where you live?" He incredulously asked as he stepped out of the car. 

Taylor stood in the drive, waiting for David, and laughed at the bassist's question. 

"| like it here. It's quiet and peaceful and | really bought it for the yard and the view out back. Come on 
Taking the walkway around the corner of the house, Taylor led David to his favorite part of the house. There 
was a rectangular, in-ground pool, a covered patio, and a small, fenced in yard that led all the way to a cliff 
that dropped off and gave an excellent view of the city below them. That is, if you could see over the fence. 
"Okay, yeah, you're right. This is amazing." 

"Yeah, in retrospect, | sure am glad | didn't sell the place." 

Taylor turned and walked toward the house. David followed, 


"When were you going to sell?" 


"Oh, when | moved in with Dave. | just rented the place out. It sucked having to ask them to leave so | could 


move back in though." 


"Hm. | can imagine." And David could, sort of. He remembered having to pack up his own belongings and leave 
the house that he and Dave shared for several years. 


Inside, Taylor led him to the kitchen and opened the fridge. "I've got water. And more water. Oh, and look, apple 


juice! Want a juice?" 


"No, no thanks." 


‘Sorry, no coffee maker here." 

"Well, it was nice visiting! | gotta go!" David joked with a grin on his lips. 

"Hey!" 

The older man still smiled as he stood at the kitchen counter that came out in an L shape to create a 
breakfast bar. With two hands flat against the cool granite, he watched Taylor rummage around his 
refrigerator. 

"Hey Taylor?" 

"Hey what?" 


"Was, um, „was the break up, like, amicable, at least?" 


The blonde straightened and turned around with an armful of food. He set it on the counter next to David. 
Vegetables for a salad and two large Porterhouse steaks. 


"Amicable? Like did we scream at each other and throw shit or did we sit down and have a long talk?" 

"Yeah." David murmured as he reached for the tomato. "| can help you with this." 

"That'd be cool" Taylor smiled. He began to move around the kitchen, gathering tools and bowls and platters. 
"Yeah," He started. "I guess it was amicable, for the most part. The break up, anyway. Everything leading up to 


that, not so much. People only see what they want to see and Dave is really good at playing up to that." 


"Go on" David urged him as he took a knife from the drummer's hand and found a glass cutting board. He 
start to cut up the vegetables for the salad. 


"| don't know. | guess | just started to feel resentful, that's all. | could see that everybody thought he doted on 
me and worshiped me but that wasn't the case. We were two grown, mature men and the relationship, at least 


at home, was on equal footing. | started to wish that equal footing transcended the closed doors of home." 


"Yeah, | can see how that can become a huge problem in a relationship. It happened with us, too." 


"He'll say that | started a lot of the arguments and fighting we did toward the end. | probably did. Just got 
tired of it, you know?" 


"| know. So, now, is it easier? Living in his shadow without being his partner?" 


"You tell me." 


David didn't have to reply. They both knew the answer to his question A small smile flitted across hips lips as 
he focused on cutting up the vegetables. 


“tm going to start the grill. Be right back." 

David wasn't thinking about what he was doing. As long as he didn't slice a finger off, he had other things on 
his mind. Particularly, that beautiful boy outside. So when he finished chopping the romaine and the tomato and 
moved on to the red onion, he only realized his error when his eyes began to water and his nose began to run 


Taylor entered the house holding a pair of tongs, and looked at the older man. 


"David?" Immediately, he dropped the tongs on the counter and rounded it to put his hand on David's shoulder. 
"What's the matter? Why are you crying??" 


Now, the older man laughed. "The onion! It's just the onion" 
"Oh! Oh, shit. You scared me." Taylor blushed and laughed uncomfortably. 
"Scared you? Why?" 


"| don't know. | don't want to see you upset and if talking about the past or something upset you, I'd feel like 


crap." 


"Oh, no. Taylor, we can talk about anything. l'm fine, really. Those wounds are old, you know." David flashed the 


drummer a smile. 

Taylor returned the smile and, with a gentle hand, he swept David's hair off of his shoulder and down his back. 
They stood at the counter, the hand that was holding the knife trembled slightly as they gazed into each 
other's eyes. David finally broke the stare and his eyes darted to the built in grill outside. 

"Uh, Taylor..um.. did you clean the grill?" 

‘Nah, just lit it. Why?" 

"Was there something in it?" 

"No, | don't think so." 

David took the blonde by the shoulders and turned him to face the smoking grill. 


"Oh, fuck!" 


He giggled as he watched Taylor hopping around the barbeque, lifting the lid, fanning away the smoke. There 


was nothing on it, it just needed a good brushing from the leftover sauce that was burning off from the last 
time he used it. 


They sat at a small table on the patio and ate. 
"Better than Chinese take out, right?" Taylor grinned. 
"| don't know. I'm a big fan of chicken lo mein" The older man replied with a smile. 


The blonde gasped and dropped his fork. "Out! Get out of my home, Ellefson! You ungrateful bastard! Go have 
your lo mein, kicking off your shoes and laying on your lumpy hotel bed!" He pointed toward the street. 


"Least | won't have to do the dishes." David muttered under his breath, stealing a glance at the younger man. 
"You won't have to do them here, either. | have a dishwasher." 
"Okay. Can | kick off my shoes?" 


"You can" Taylor leaned toward the bassist. "And my bed's not lumpy." 


David rinsed their plates and handed them to Taylor, who put them in his dishwasher. After, he dried his 
hands with a towel and held it out to David. When he clasped it, Taylor still held it and used it to pull David 
toward him. Taylor grinned at the bassist's surprise while he wrapped his arms around his waist. 

"You're sexy and | like you." 


“Taylor, | don't know." 


"Stop thinking." The blonde said in a quiet voice before he leaned in and kissed David's cheek. "Put your hands on 


me. 

"I. Taylor, | cant" 

"Yes, you can" 

lm afraid | can't be what you need" 


"You're exactly what | need. You're sweet and compassionate and sexy." The lips moved underneath David's jaw. 


"And | think | can be what you need. How long's it been?" 


David shuddered. "Too long." 


“Touch me. Please, David." 

Again, the bassist's hands trembled as he reached them around Taylor's back 

The blonde leaned back to look at David's face. He grinned and said, "Good boy. How does that feel?" 
David blushed and replied, "Good." 


The drummer swept one hand up the older man's back and into his hair, fingers massaging the back of his 
neck. David sighed and his eyes fluttered closed as his arms tightened around the blonde, pulling him closer. Oh, 
he felt good, all right. It had been a very, very long time since he had his arms around a man, a man as 
gorgeous as Taylor. As sweet as Taylor, as much in need of the care and compassion of another as David was, 
himself. When he felt Taylor nuzzle his neck, he turned his face toward the blonde and kissed the side of his 
head. David's hands wandered around to the drummer's chest and felt his smooth pectorals and shoulders 


through his t-shirt. The bassist's hands lay flat against Taylor and he gently pushed. 
"Please, David." 
"Oh, God, Taylor. Come here." David stepped back and took the drummer's hand. 


He led the blonde from his own kitchen to the couch in the living room. When he sat down, he expected Taylor 
to sit down beside him. But Taylor had other ideas. He laid a hand on David's shoulder and climbed up on his lap. 


"You're persistent." David commented with a soft laugh. 
"And cute. l'm cute. Admit it" 


"You're cute as hell, yes. But why me, Taylor? I'm .." David paused as Taylor shifted in his lap. The drummer's 
bony ass was right on top of his aching groin. “..Taylor, I'm so out of practice here. | want to help you. | want 


to give you what you want but | don't think | can" 


"You can | really just want to feel again, you know? | want to feel something with you. David, please don't 


embarrass me here by making me beg." 


Taylor shifted again to straddle David's thighs, knees on the couch on either side of the brunette. He took 
David's face in his hands and paused for a moment, giving David a chance to protest again. But he didn't. He 
took Taylor's face in his own hands and they met in a slow, sweet kiss. 


Turn Around 


Sun-kissed, golden silk slid easily through David's fingers. The drummer's lips felt like the smooth, soft carpal 
of an orange. David's lips moved slowly against Taylor's, parting only after the exploration was completed. This 


felt right. It felt like letting out a breath that had been held for far too long. 


Taylor sighed as he leaned forward, into David's chest, forcing the bassist back against the cushions. He 
hovered over David now, still clutching his face. The tip of Taylor's tongue tickled against David's bottom lip. 
Without urgency or hurry, David granted the tongue entry. The kiss deepened when the drummer's hands 
moved from the sides of David's face into his hair. He moaned softly into David's mouth when Taylor felt the 


bassist's hands slide down his back to cup his ass. Then he began to rock against them. 


They were gentle movements, forward and back. One hand moved to the back of the couch next to David's 
head while the other curled around David's neck. The mouth that was sealed against David's now moved to the 
bassist's ear. A soft, wet tongue flicked at the lobe, causing David to groan. Taylor purred as he continued to 
move his body against David's. As the hands that were on his ass moved higher up his back, they took 
Taylor's shirt with them, rolling it up to his shoulders before sliding back down to his bare back. Fingers rode 


over reach of the blonde's vertebrae. 
"Feels good. Feels so good" Taylor breathed into David's ear. 


The brunette now gripped the drummer by his hips and moved him from his lap, laying him down beside them 
on the couch. He kicked off his sneakers before pulling Taylor's off one by one. Then David lowered himself on 
top of Taylor, between the blonde's long legs. Neither man seemed to want to it, satisfied in taking their time. 

David felt at ease, no longer did the fear or anxiety of not living up to Taylor's expectations paralyze him. He 

smiled at the gorgeous man beneath him, using one hand to push a lock of blonde hair from the drummer's 


face. 
"You're an absolutely amazing man and lm sorry that nobody's told you that in so long” 
"Eh, people tell me Im hot all the time" Taylor replied with a sad smile. 
"Im not saying that, Taylor. I'm telling you that you're an amazing man’ 


His smiled widened and he threw his arms around David's neck, pulling him into another deep kiss. The long legs 
wrapped around David's hips and pulled him down while Taylor's hips rose from the couch, pushing against 
David. The brunette pulled back to catch his breath for a moment. He panted as he gazed deeply into Taylor's 
warm caramel eyes. There was something inviting there, something which told David he would be safe there. It 
spoke to David, telling him that all he had to do to please the beautiful blonde was relax and be himself. That 
was good enough. David went in for another kiss, this time cradling Taylor's head in his hand but giving the kiss 
more intensity, giving in to his own desire. Taylor's fingers were grabbing at the hem of David's shirt, pulling it 


up his back. The older man paused for a moment, lips freezing against Taylor's. 


‘Its okay. Please let me." The drummer whispered. 


Their eyes locked again and Taylor grinned and gave a nod. David inhaled and pushed himself up on his knees and 
then pulled the shirt over his head. He heard Taylor let out a low whistle before sitting up and grasping the 
bassist's hips. His mouth, warm and wet, immediately sought out David's stomach. He laid a trail of open 
mouthed kisses and nibble across the older man's trembling midsection. David softly hissed as he ran his 
fingers through Taylor's hair again. As his mouth traveled higher, seeking out on of David's nipples, Taylor 
shuffled on the couch, getting his legs underneath him and kneeling up, just as David was. David let his head 
fall back, eyes closed tightly as the blonde moved his mouth up his chest. Warm breath touched the bassist's 
right nipple before lips closed around it and a wet tongue flicked against it. David shuddered, a throaty gasp 
escaped him. 


"Like that, David?" 
"Yeah." It came out as a soft sigh. 


Taylor turned his attention to the left nipple and did the same thing. He wound his arms around David's back, 
running his flat palms up and down. He shuffled closer until their bodies were pressed together and then 
moved his mouth to David's neck. The drummer's arousal was very, very evident to David. As his own was 
probably quite clear to Taylor. Very softly, barely touching, they rubbed against one another causing David to 
whine. Teeth nibbled the soft skin of his neck, moving from the hollow of his chest up to his chin 


David felt the drummer press his weight against him, forcing him back. He unwound his legs and then lay back 
against the arm of the couch. Now the blonde was on top of him, straddling his inside leg. David could feel 
Taylor's hard cock against his thigh, thrusting in a painfully slow rhythm. Taylor's right hand was unbuckling 
David's belt while he found David's mouth again, feeding him quick, fervent kisses. 


"Why you trying to get me naked?" 


"Oh, | don't think I'm trying. l'm succeeding.” Taylor laughed as his hand worked the zipper of the older man's 
pants. 


"And why you are still fully clothed?" 
"Because you haven't undressed me." 
"| have to?" 


Still smiling, Taylor nodded. His eyes twinkled as he stared at David below him. Again, he kissed the brunette, 
this time pulling David's bottom lip between his own and giving it a light nip. The blonde giggled when David's 
fingers tickled his sides, grasping the hem of his shirt and tugging it up. Taylor shrugged out of one arm and 
then the other. The bassist's fingers, roughed and hardened from nearly forty years of guitar playing, ghosted 


down Taylor's chest, causing him to shiver and gasp. 
"Taylor, you are beautiful.” David whispered. 


"So are you." The drummer winked before placing a hand over David's heart and lowering his mouth to the 
bassist's neck again. 


David grunted when he felt teeth nibbling along his collarbone. He shifted to press his knee up, into Taylor's 
groin, making him gasp and whimper. David's hands wandered around the blonde's back and into his shorts. 
Calloused fingers dug into the soft flesh of the drummer's backside, kneading and fondling it. Long, lean fingers 
belonging to the drummer returned to the open fly of David's jeans and burrowed inside. They found their 
prize and pressed along David's hard length, dancing long the warm, smooth skin. Digging deeper, Taylor found 
David's balls and gave them a soft squeeze. 


"Gonna take your pants off." 

The blonde was back up on his knees, hooking his fingers into the waistband of David's jeans and pulled them 
down, along with his shorts. Once the older man was completely undressed, Taylor's eyes drank him in. David 
was tan but not too much. His shoulders were broad, chest was deep. This pectorals were pronounced but not 
massive. David's stomach was flat but not toned. His hips were narrow but not chiseled Taylor loved it all. To 
him, David was perfectly formed. Finally, the blonde let his eyes drift to the other's erect cock that lay against 
his stomach. The curl of a smile appeared on the drummer's lips as he gazed down at a gorgeously thick cock 
of average length. 


"Oh, David." Said Taylor as he licked his lips. 


Slowly, like a cat on the prowl, Taylor lowered his hands to the couch and crawled back up toward David. He 
dipped his head and ran his tongue along the inside of David's thigh. 


"Shit, yes." David groaned as he arched his back slightly, his legs spread wider and his hips rose into the air. 
"Tell me something.” 

Annoyed that Taylor stopped, David grunted. "What?" 

"When's the last time someone sucked your dick?" 

"Uh. | don't know. Years." 

"Years? How many?" Taylor teased the older man now, using light fingertips dragging up his thigh. 


"So many, dammit! Please!" David writhed under the younger man's touch. 


"You need someone to do this for you more than once every several years, beautiful." 


Tender fingers wrapped around David's cock and lifted it, leaving a small pool of pre-come on David's stomach. 
A long flicked out and licked it up, making David moan. Then he felt the warm wetness of a mouth surrounding 


the head of his dick and he swooned. 
‘Oh, Taylor." 


His heart swelled. It felt strange to become so grateful that someone else was happy with what he was doing 
to them. But it had been quite some time for Taylor, too, since he felt electrified by another. Doing this for 
David meant everything to him. So he lowered his mouth further down the thick shaft. Soon the head was in 
Taylor's throat and his jaw was opened very wide, causing it to ache. Lifting his head, his mouth slid back up to 
the tip, he swirled his tongue around it, getting it wet with his saliva With a fist wrapped around the base, the 
blonde pressed kisses along the shaft and then ran his tongue along the other side. Using the slickness of his 
spit, Taylor took up pumping David's cock while he tongued the bassist's balls. He finally felt David take a 
handful of his hair and he purred. 


"More, more. Taylor!" 


"Not too much more." The drummer replied as he lifted his head despite David trying to push it back down 
"Wait right here." 


By the time David opened his eyes and lifted his head, Taylor was on his feet, padding out of the room. "Where 


are you going?" 

"Relax. I'll be right back" He threw a big, toothy smile over his shoulder. 

David flopped back down and immediately stroked himself. He closed his eyes, thinking about what was going to 
happen. Taylor wanted to sleep with him. Taylor, beautiful, sweet, funny Taylor Hawkins was naked and wanted 
him. Desperate for another man's attention, feeling injured and vulnerable, there was that delicate side to 
Taylor, too. David knew this and knew he had to handle that part of the other man with kid gloves. 

"David, do you like vanilla or watermelon?" The drummer came running back into the room. 

David had to laugh. Stark naked, gangly-limbed Taylor jogged back into the room. Things were bouncing. The 
blonde haired beauty held a bottle of vanilla scented lube and a bottle of watermelon scented lube and a couple 
of condoms. 

"| like vanilla." 


"Cooll Me, too. Um, | have a couple condoms here, too." 


"Yeah, baby, good. Come here." 


Taylor's smile melted David's heart. He took the condoms and the bottles from Taylor's hands. David set them 


down and pulled the younger man into his lap as he sat up and swung his legs to the floor. 

"| dont want to hurt you." 

"You won't. You're kind of thick but I'll be okay. It'll feel good” 

David shifted the blonde onto the couch. He slid to the floor and settled on his knees. Spreading the other's 
legs, David used his tongue to lick his hole. Taylor hissed and gave a long sigh. After more licking and kissing 
and sucking, David covered his right index finger with the vanilla lube. Very slowly, he pushed the finger into 
the blonde. When Taylor's body melted into the couch cushion and he sighed, David grinned. He pushed the digit 
farther into Taylor and pulled it out. 

"Okay, baby?" David asked in a low voice. 


Taylor moaned his response. Something that sounded like, "So okay.” 


After a second digit was introduced and David pumped them in and out, twisting them and scissoring them, he 
then reached for one of the condoms. 


"Ready for me, Taylor?" 

He was on his back, his head pushed against the back of the couch, his right arm was hooked around his knee, 
holding it against his chest. With heavy, lust-filled eyes, Taylor gazed at David. He gave a nod as he pulled his 
left knee up as well. David rose up on one knee and rolled the condom down his shaft. Applying a liberal amount 
of the lube over the condom, he took the excess on his finger and smeared it over the blondes ass. 

"Tell me to stop if you need to, okay?" 

Taking a deep breath, Taylor held it and nodded. 

"Good." 

David held his cock in one hand and gently placed the other against the back of the younger man's thigh. It had 
been a long time since David had been with anybody. An even longer time since David had been the top. Very 
cautiously, he pressed the head against Taylor's opening. As slow as he could possibly go, he pushed. The 
intense feeling of Taylor stretching to accommodate him made David's head spin. The blonde was tight and 
David was afraid of hurting him. He stopped pushing and let Taylor adjust to him. 


"More, David, please." Taylor moaned as the palm of his right hand rubbed against his own cock. 


The bassist inhaled deeply and, determined to be gentle, he pushed a little more and stopped again. Taylor 


whined and squirmed a little, pushing himself back, farther onto David, who groaned. He thrust a little deeper 
and Taylor screwed his eyes closed tightly and gasped. 


"What? Should | stop?" David immediately asked as his heart leaped into his throat. 
"No! David, don't you fucking dare stop!" 


He couldn't help but laugh a litte at Taylor's urgent tone. David pushed himself into the blonde and was 
rewarded with a nice gasp. He pulled out some and then pushed in with a little more force. Taylor softly cried 
out and reached a hand toward David, who took it, weaving his fingers between the other's. He rocked slowly 
but with deep, long strokes. Taylor purred as he stroked himself. He felt alive, truly alive. He could ride his bike 
to the top of a mountain or surf the biggest wave or play drums behind his idols but it would never compare 
to the feeling of connecting with someone else on such an intimate level. To feel a connection with someone like 
David, someone who understand Taylor like no other, someone who listened patiently and saw the things unsaid 


in Taylor's eyes, made the drummer feel special and valuable. Two things he hadn't felt in a long time. 
"Hey." David said, giving the drummer's hand a squeeze. 

"Hey." Taylor replied with a smile. "I love this. You feel amazing," 

"Ride me?" 

The smile widened and Taylor nodded. 


The older man slid from the blonde and stood up, stretching his legs for a moment, sheepishly smiling. "Not as 
young as | used to be." 


"Shut up. You're perfect." He was told before he was kissed. 


Taylor held his hand as David sat down on the couch. He pushed the bassist's thighs together and climbed on, 
straddling him with his knees against the cushions. The drummer lowered himself onto David, again, groaning as 
he was filled. With an arm wrapped around David's neck and David's hands gripping his hips, Taylor rose and fell, 
rose and fell, faster and harder until he was bouncing and crying out David's name. He moved both hands 
behind himself, to David's knees and threw his head back. His motions took on more of a grinding than bouncing 
as Taylor's own cock throbbed with the need to release. 


"Gonna come." He grunted. "Gonna fucking come so hard!" 


David felt the muscles contract around his cock which was deep inside the blonde. Taylor's entire body went 
rigid and he gritted his teeth. The bassist bent his head down, hoping to put his mouth on Taylor but he was 
unable to bend far enough. Strings of warm, white come splattered against the bassist's lips and cheeks. A lot 
of come. Taylor's body trembled as David wrapped a fist around his dick and milked every last drop from him. 
It ran over David's fingers and dripped from his face. Taylor finally hissed and looked at David 


"Oh, no. Oh, baby, I'm sorry!" 

David tried to look angry but he just dissolved in quiet laughter, shaking his head. He watched in amazement 
when Taylor lifted David's hand to his mouth and licked his fingers clean. He was even more amazed, stupified 
really, when Taylor leaned in and took his face in both hands, licking the come from his cheeks and lips. Slowly, 
the blonde began to rock again, too. 


"Want to make you come." Taylor whispered in the brunette's ear. 


"Shit, Taylor." David wrapped his arms around the gorgeous man on top of him. He slid down on the couch a 


little and planted his feet on the floor, giving him more leverage so he could thrust himself upwards. 

And he did so, hard and fast, forcing Taylor to hold on to him tightly as he groaned and cried out. As David 
was hurtled toward his orgasm, he, too, cried out his lover's name. Harder and faster, he fucked Taylor's 
beautifully tight ass until the ball of energy that coiled up in the pit of David's stomach erupted. He howled 
and clenched as he released. 

It was the first decent release David had experienced in so long that it left him dazed and melted against the 
couch. He was vaguely aware of Taylor sliding off of him. Very gently, the blonde pulled the condom off of 
David's withering cock and left the room to throw it away. When he returned, David was still sprawled out, 
panting. 

"You okay there, baby?" 


"Taylor, you are so incredible. That was the best sex l've had in." He paused. "Well, it was the only sex I've had 


in about ten years." 

"David, no!" Taylor's eyes went wide and his mouth dropped. "Ten fucking years??" 
"Afraid so." 

"Oh, David. Why?" 

"Just. took myself out of the game, | guess." 


"Then we have a lot of lost time to make up for!" Taylor announced as he grabbed the condoms and lube. Then 


he grabbed David's hand and hoisted him to his feet. "Bedroom, Ellefson! Now!" 


"Dear God, no." The bassist whimpered but followed, nevertheless. 


In the morning, David awoke to find Taylor curled around him, sleeping peacefully. The older man was sore and 
exhausted but, for the first time in years, there was an easy, contented feeling in his heart. A hopeful feeling 
that he couldn't remember. He watched the beautiful face that rested against his chest, moving a lock of hair 
from its eyes. He could stay in that bed with Taylor forever, loving him and taking care of him. But that 
wasn't possible at this point in either of their lives. David placed a kiss on the blonde's forehead and wiggled 
out from underneath him. As quietly as possible, he found his clothes in the living room and quickly put them 
on. 

David was scribbling a note to Taylor when he heard footfall in the hallway. 

"Where you going?" 

The older man looked up to see the drummer, naked, rubbing his eyes. 

"Gotta go home." 

"Look, David, | - " 


He was cut off by David's hand in the air and a soft smile on his face. "You don't have to. |, um, | really, really 


had a good time. Taylor, you're just the most beautiful soul I've ever met and | could." 
"What?" 


David swallowed around the lump in his throat. "I could fall in love with you so easily, if I'm not already. But 
we're .. | don't know. The timing and all that." 


Taylor's eyes fell to the floor beneath his feet and he nodded. 


"You are amazing. Truly an incredible man and you don't deserve to live in anybody's shadow. You shine like the 


sun and I'm really grateful that you shined on me." 

"Really?" The drummer picked his head up and grinned. 

"Yeah." David's voice was thick with emotion he dared not show. "I gotta get going, okay?" 

Taylor approached now and David stiffened when the naked body was thrown against him and arms wrapped 
around him. He held Taylor close with one arm around his bare back and the other hand cradling his head that 
rested against David's shoulder. After a long, long moment, David gently broke free. He watched Taylor collect 
himself and pull on yesterday's shorts. 


At the door, he gave the blonde a quick kiss and then made the way too short walk to his rental car. 


“Turn around" Taylor whispered to himself as he stood in the doorway and watched David leave. "Please turn 


around." 


David stopped at his car and, before opening the door, he turned around. 


